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ISSUE NUMBER ONE 

JULY 1974 



TERROR TOMB Untold riches lie 
hidden deep in the ancient E 
the High Priest Khartuka. Riches that are 
guarded by curse of the murderous mummy! 



LYC AIM KLUTZ A killer wolf roamed 
the forest, eating the flesh of beautiful young 
girls! But the peddler knew how to stop 



THE HERO WITHIN He was jus t a 

little boy with a big imagination. But when 
he was locked in the dark cellar, the 
things from his imagination came alive! 



HIGH-HEELED NOISE a fiat tire, 

a rainy night, and a haunted house! Somehow, 
it seems like we've been here before. But who 
knows what new horrors lurk in the darkness? 



BLESS US FATHER The alarm went 

out! "Stop the axe-murderer at all costs! He 
~Te has a big belly, 
a white beard, red suit . . . and drives a slay!" 



JUDAS They c 



:imo in droves. Indestruc- 



mankind. Only an explosion massive enough 
to destroy the entire world, could save it! 



UrrlLLj His wife was dead! But the grief- 
stricken inventor had an idea. He would 
create a son from the bodies of dead ani- 
mals! He would at last, have a true Child! 



THOUGH THEY WERE LIVING 

The demon was summoned, out of the 
fires of hell! He was forced to obey his mis- 
tress: Kill the man who refused her love! 



TOP TO BOTTOM A simple game! 
That's what they called it! Simple but deadly. 
Win, and you could have Heaven. Lose, and 
the world transforms into a nightmarish hell! 



DEMON IN THE COCKPIT Tbe 

war was on! And so was the search for the 
ultimate weapon! Atomic warfare was out of 
the question! Man had to kill with magic! 



HE AIR IS ELECTRIFIED WITH TENSE 
iNTO THE UNKNOWN CAVERN. THEY SEARCH FOI 
PRIEST KHARTUKA. GUARDED WHISPERS Ah 
OF A HIDDBfil TREASURE . - THOUGH OFFICIAL NATIVE 
--,., * n ,.ii«eni m ~,*T/! ^kmttuc FORGOTTEN EDIFI ri= 

'"• STUMBLE UPON TF.. 



RECORDS IGNORE 
FOR YEARS. BUT 



it's so bis 
...amo spooky 

IN HERE/ 



JUST THINK.SANDX 
WE'RE TREADING THESE 
STEPS WHERE NO ONE HAS 

WALKED FOR CENTURIES. 



IT SURPASSES 
ALL AAV EXPECTATIONS 
FOR SHEER DEMONICAL 

STRANGENESS. 



- 1 ^ 
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...EXPLORERS SEEKING SLOP/ FORTUNE AND FAME. BUT THAT ISN'T 
WHAT THEY'LL FIND! NOT IN THE. 





Even as the explorers bathed in the glory of finding the tomb, 
plans were being formed to thwart their dreams of grandeur. 




^^FINDTHEM BONES OR IXL^B 
BLOW YOUR HEAO OFF/ 


^^^ YA GOTTA 

T KNOW HOW TO TALK 


^ 




\ 


,- 


yip;.' 


I HIGH-STRUNG PURE Wit 

^. BREDS.' / ijfa ^g 




^ 







HURRY/.. 

THETREfiSUflES 

AWAIT US.' 



B-BUT, 
JACK... IT'S KINO 
OF SCAREY, 

ISN'T IT? 





Jc/-F|LLED ADVENTURERS, THEIR ARMS FILLED WITH PRECIOUS 7REASUR£ MARCH BACK 
THROUGH THE CAVERNOUS TOMS. THEY HAVE FOUND THE RICHES THE/SO LECHER0 USLVS0U 6HT.. 




flWB MYSTIC SECRET OF \ 

THE ANCIENTS WORKED/ 
i HE'S GOING HOW.' KILL, 
V. KHARTUKA! 





UfCANKLUXZ 



•its, FRIGHT FREAKS, WE'RE encountering 
ANOTHER FOREST F/ENP.' BUT THERE IS A 
PIFFERENCE THIS TIME. THIS TREMBLING 
TRAVELER IS AN ENTERPRISING OLP COOT 
WITH A PLAN TO AIP THE MEEK FOLKS OF 
THIS PLASUEP LANP... ANP HIMSELF. 



FOR GO& 



GIVE ME REFUeE. I 
BEG OF YOU LEST 
I PERISH AT YOUR 
POOR. 




STORY, ART: RICHARD CORBEN 



EH? LAWRENCE lAMEBKAffJ 

IS MORE SUITEP TO YOU/ YOU'RE 
f\FOOL/ YOU'VE COAAE A LONG 
WAY ON A PERILOUS JOURNEY 
FOR NOTHING. ..IN FACT, YOU'RE 
VERY LUCKY TO HAVE MAPE IT 
TO THE SANCTUARY OF 
THESE STONE 
WALLS. 





YES.' I KNOW A CREATURE OF 
SUPERNATURAL HORRORS ROAMS 
THESE WOOPS ON NIGHTS OF 
THE FULL MOOM II IS A 

"EVEN A MAN WHO'S 

PURE OF HEART, 

ANP SAYS HIS PRAYERS 

BY NIGHT... . 

MAY BECOME f^lVOLF/ 
WHEN THE WOLFBANE 
BLOOMS ANP THE AUTUMN 
MOON IS BRIGHT.' 



MS CARDIFF POUNDED THE TABLE, POINTED OUT THE SUPERIOR QUALITY OF HIS 
PRODUCT, ANP CUT HIS PRICE FOR HIS VERY SPECIAL. FRIENDS, A FOOLISH GIRL 
HER HOME HAVING DELAYED MUCH TOO LONG ON HER ERRANDS. 





>HE SOUNPS FINALLY CEASEP ANP AFTER A WHILE A RAGGED PEASANT BEGGEP AN 
AUPIENCE AND BROUGHT FORTH THE BLOOPV REGAINS OF THE 6IRL. 




BRIGHT PAWN VAINLY SOUGHT TO CHEER THE GLOOMY FOLK OF TALBOT CASTLE. 
' SALESMAN, ABOUNPEP WITH ENTHUSIASM. 




STOP THE S/NGMG. ' W£'ll\ 

ACCOMPANY YOU AND JUDGE 

YOUR PREPARATIONS. BUT I 

INSIST THAT YOUR ATTITUDE 

BE SOLOMNLY SYMPATHETIC .. 

TO OUR PLIGHT.' 



THE PLAN IS 
SIMPLE MY LORD BARON . 
WE'LL VISIT THE MOST 
RECENT LOCATIONS OF 
VICTIM'S PEATH'SAND 
LEAVE A SHEEP'S CARCASS 
WHOSE WOOL HAS BEEN 
INFESTED WITH MY 
BLOOD THIRSTY 
BUSS / 



tj WATCH IT I I DON'T ) 
WANT THEM FLEA 





THAT SHOULD DO IT, BARON 
TALBOT. IT IS NOW NEARING 
DUSK. AFTER THE MOON 

RISES, Z CAN HOPE^ 
THE tf- CAN-THROPE 

WILL PASS NEAR, 
STOP FOR A FEW 

BITES OF THE SHEEP AND 
BE BITTEN HIMSELF. HE'LL 

BE DEAD BY MORNING. 



^ 




NOT QUITE.' 

' THERE'S SO/AETHING 
ELSE WE CAN PO TO 
MAKE SURE THEPLWl. 
SUCCEEDS. ^ 



GRAB MM,8UFFO*P.'nmK 
we'll have better luck LURIMG 

WOLFAAAN IF THERE I 
VS BAIT AVAILABLE 




JUST A FEW HOURS AGO, LfONS 
HAP RUN ACROSS THE TERRAIN 
WITHIN HIS HEAP, ANP HE HAP 
SL/it/V THE LIONS/ 



THE WOMAN WITH HIM PIP NOT 
KNOW THIS EXACTLY. BUT 
SHE HAP REAP THE F/CC ON 
LUCIEN,.. "SHY, PANGEROUSLV 
OVER- IMAGINATIVE, TENPENC/ 
TO RETREAT FROM ALL PROBLEMS 
INTO FANTASY,.. 



BUT PERHAPS HIS NEW GUARPIAN 
WOULD BE ABLE TO BREAK HIM 
OF THESE PISCONCERTING TRAITS. 
SHE HOPEP SO,,, 




FORCING HIMSELF TO ^W«" THE 
REAL WORLP FOR THE MOMENT, HE 
LOO<EP AT HIS NEW NOME.,, IT 
WAS TO BE HIS SEVENTH SINCE 
HIS PARENTS PIEP,,, 



IT WAS TO BE ANOTHER 
MEETING OF W/CLS. ALREAPX 
MRS, GILLFOPPER WAS INSPECT- 
ING HER NEW PAYING GUEST,,, 



ANP LUCIEN HAP NO DOUBTS 
AS TO WHO WOULP POMINATE 
HERS. HE COULP NOT WIN/ 
HS NEVER PID. 



THE USUAL WORPS WERE SPOKEN 



INTROPUCTION WAS HALF- 
HSAKTBPLY MAPE.,, 



HE HAP HEARP IT ALL BEFORE,,,,' 




PERHAPS WE SHOULP MENTION, THOUGH, THAT LUCIEN'S PARENTS BECAME PECEASEP, BECAUSE 
SOME W/LO DOGS TORE THEM APART. LUCIEN, QUITE UNDERSTANDABLE TENDEP TO BE /V£#VOUS 
AROUNP ANYTHING VAGUSLV CANINE-,, 




STORY: STEVE SKEATES / ART: RICH CORBEN 



yer, it was not omy escape FRofARE/tary 

HE SOUGHT,,, BUT ESCAPE FROM THE SELF AS 
WELL,,, ESCAPE FROM THE OUTSIPE LUCIEN,, 



„,FOR THERE WAS A STRONGER, BRAVER, 
BETTER LUCIEN THAT LIVEP WITH/M... 




yET HIS FREEDOM MEANT 
THAT THIS CREATURC WHICH 
HAP ONCE BEEN THE POG 
WAS FREE /IS WELL,., 
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IT IS SOMETHING HE 
HAS TO PACe... 
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A Tf/GeaT£A/MG 

STANCE.,, AND SOMEHOW 
THE CREATURE THAT ONCE 
WAS COG KNOWS IT IS OUT- 
CLASSED... IT STANDS A 
FEW SECONDS, THEN TUQNS 
TA/L ,„ AND RUNS... 



ANP, THE BEING THAT ONCE WAS LUCIEN LOOKS 
ABOUT HIMSELF AT A WORLD TO BE EXPCOKEP... 
AND, AT ONCE, THE EXPLORATION BEGINS,,. 
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KUA/M/VG... KUNNfMS rHEN KING BACK, 

TO S£E THAT K<W HAVE OUT P.S7AHCED YOUR FOE... 
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OE IN FXOA/r 

OF /0U.„ STARTIEP INTO 
PROUP 4CT'ON BY /OUR 
SUDDEM APPROACH. 



HB^Hfl .-<*«.« 



AND, St/KrWSEP THE CREATURE 
DOES NOT BACK OFF.,, 



P* O » 



NP 



if? 






t*\ 



>&i 




>y^\ tt 



fe 



— r v a ■we y 

AND ONLy ONCE ME HAS TAKEN THE WOMAN'S HAND 
AGAIN, POESHE NOTICE THE AOP/T/OML PAMAGE 



THE 
ROCK! . 



HE FUMBLES TO REGAIN THE 
ROCK,,, FUMBLES TO SUSTAIN 
THE ^/JfW/H,., 



M 



<_ _VJt?H 









yes, HE HAP FC/MBLED,., 
ANP HE HAP LOST.,, 




HE HEARP A SHRILL, UNCOMFORTABLE VOICE.,, 
A VOICE THAT COULD ONLY EXIST IN THE REAL 
WORLD,,, HE TURNED AND MET PIERCING 
GLARES... 



REALITy„.EV£RyTHING HAP CHANGED... HE 
WAS CUCieN NOW,,, AND THE ONE HE HAP 
SO HEROICALLY SAVED-- 




ERES ONE FOR ALL YOU STOIC POETS... IT'S LOAPEO WITH A 
TTA FINE SLIME RHYME, A GHOST HOST WITH CLEAVER 

FEVER WHO GOES GASHIN' WITH A PASSION, SOME STUN FUN, 

AND ALL THE CREEPY JOYS ««= 








.5£^\T 



>7£, 



.',. «r 



...ALL THE 
A HAIR THE 
DARK FORBOPtNG HOUSE TOPPING 
THE RISE... THE CHILL GLOOM OF 
STARLESS 5TORAA-SWEPT SHIES. 
E LOST TRAVELER, HE KNOWS 
...AND HIS HESITANT 
THE CREAKING STAIR. 



j— pj- 



1RV: IJOUG MOKNC. 





HARD TO PLAY THIS 

mtf sr«A/ewtRAiNY night! 

w SPOOKV HOUSE, ANP /V\£..' 

THE TRAVELING SALESMAN 

WITH A FLAT TIRE. GUESS 

S CUSTOMARY FOR 

ME TO WONDER IF 

ANYONE'S HOME— 



S HEART mi BEFORE 

HLLEP WITH THE ANSWE 

RELUCTANT PREAD, HE MUST Fl 

THE MAN WITH HIS OMINOUSLY 

HANKERCHIEF ANP FACE 

FURTIVELY WIPES OF SUSPK 

HIS HEAP... EXPLAINS 

HIS HANO, IT SHAKES CONDITIO 

SLIGHTLY AS HE ^^^^^™ 

BEGINS TO RAP, ■ 
ANP HIS KNOCK IS 
ANSWERED BY FOOTSTEPS, 
A FAR SOFT TAR.. ■ 
SOMEWHERE CLOSE 
A DOG DOES GROWL, 

E WIND IN 

re BEGIN' 



Out before the stranded man may learn 
the answers he does seek, 
he must first listen to the doors 
ominously slow and whining creak... 
anp face two people with expressions 

of suspicion, while he entreatingly 

explains 






YEAH'WHADPAYA 
WAA/T7PON'T YOU KNOW 
IT'S IAT£? 




FLASH OF 
wuMENTARY DENIAL, 
ANP HE PREPARES 
A RUEFUL SMILE... BUT 
HIS APPREHENSl 
SUBSIDE AND AR 
PI PLY BANISH 
EN IT APPEAR 
CT ALL OPPOS. 
-./ILL SOON HAVE 
VANISHED... W 



'AND YOU WANNA STAY' 
HERE FOR THE NIGHT?,,, 
UH-UH.NOTHING OOIN.'I 
SEND HIM AWAY, HARRY.' / 



■jm 



^SUESS THAT SETTLES 
THE QUESTION- SOIAEONE 
DEFINITELY IS HOAAE. NOW 
ARE THEY FRIENDLY * - 

AND DO THEY HAVE , 
A SPARE BEOKOONtl 



^THAT'S WHY if^BOTHBR/N 

YOU--THAT AND THE RAIN! IF 

IT WEREN'T SO NASTY OUT 

I I'D WALK TO AN AU-NlGHTi 

I GAS STATION-- BUT IT'S ' 

L p^nvpesoiAre out 

HERE AND.. OH YEAH, 

MY NA/AE5flPA/6«4y 

\ AND I'VE 60TA«*T 

Vr/KffPOWNTHEROAQ 



ICAN'T PorWATMONA-ITS 
RAININ' BUCKETS OUT THERE ' , 
HE ONLY WANTS TO STAY ONE] 
NIGHT- PUT YOURSELF IN 
HIS PLACE. 

COME ON IN, 
MR. GRAY- DON'T MlND 
- THE WIFE. SHE'S JUST A LITTLE 
SUSPIClOUS-DON'T«MA«e 
HER.EITHER- CANT TRUST 
AWYSODY NOWADAYS. 



HERE.LEMME JWCE 
YOUR COM. .YOU'RE ■■&£g* m 
you WANNA BEER? IT'S 
COUP... 



^UH, NO THANKS. I'D JUST LIKE 
TO GET SOtf£fiEST~SO I 
CAN BE ON MY WAY IN THE 
MORNING. 



IS 







SES 

>UDED LI 
IFIRMED I 
THE WOMANfe GLOWERING EYES... 
THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN MAN ANP WIFE 
i CAUSED A RIFT.ANO HIS THOUGHTS 
iUITIVELY BEGIN TO DRIFT... 



r^I'VE GOT A HUNcfn 
[ IT'S MORE THAN 

THAT'S BOTHERING 
r THE LITTLE LADY 

HERE- WONDER IF 
i THEY'VE SOT ANYTHING 

to f/fPS.- 

1 






^HE MAN CALLED GRAY FOLLOWS HIS SOLICITOUS HOST GRATEFULLY, 
EVEN AS THE UNWILLING HOSTESS GLARES AFTER HIM HATEFULLY.. 




#HE ROOM IS DUSTY ANP CHOKEP WITH FROTHY COBWEBS. 
AND GRAY'S FEEUNG OF ELATION ANP RELIEF SLOWLY EBBS.. 
HARP IT IS TO IMAGINE A ROOM EERIER, 
FOR IT PERFECTLY /WATCHES THE HOUSE'S GRIM EXTERIOR... 




41 NP FROM THE OPPR6SIVG PALL OF GLOOM'S 
SHAPOWS WITHOUT NUMBER, 

HB, S .I e J <S .* TO ESCAPE INTO THE EMBRACE OF SUJMBER.. 
BUT THE COMFORT OF SLEEP IS ELUSIVE, 
IN THIS PARK ROOM WHERE UNSETTLING 
THOUGHTS B6CO/WE OBTRUSIVE... 

r MUST BE MY IMAGINATION... BUT I FEEL 
PANQER HERE . GOTTA QUIT ACTING LIKE 
A FRIGHTENEP KIP... GET SOME SLEEP. 
NOTHING TO FEAR IN THIS HOUSE 
EXCEPT MY PEARS. 



4SW OUTSIDE ON THE SHADOW- 
SLIMED STAIR, 
FEET GOA'CLIMBING WITH 
SUPREME AND CONSCIOUS CARE.. 




Che pervading shapows, stvsian amp steepep in 
mystery, embrace a stark figure rem1niscentof 



&ND THE MIDNIGHT-MUTEP HUSH 

OF THESE SINISTER FEET TAPPIN&i„ 

SOBS UNNOTICEP BY THE MAM J j BORGIA, LUCRETIA INFAMOUS IN HlSTORy, 

NOW WRAPPER IN WEARY MAPPING... K -ant 



' 



%* 



aJr»--I.Mlf.-< !V»iV'i^»;-:-w»!AiI I^MiHiifrrfWiifcilil 



.(VILE6EP TO THE SIGNIFICANTLY SILENT SIGHT.. 
MURD 



'HE CLANPESTINE MOTIVE OF THIS NIGHTSHADE FORM, 
IS PESTINEP TO ERUPT WITH THE BRUTAL FURY OP A SUPPEN STORM... 
AND, WITH A LUDICROUS SLEEP-MIRED STAB OF HAN P TO EYES AND NOSE, 
THE MAN CALLEP GRAY EMERGES FROM HIS FITFUL DOZE... 



■P™" 




WH- WHAT THE 
HSU.--? 



W\y' 




Mho with horror plains upon his 
f 001 : it j? resoondimg dirge-likesoms 
gray frantically leaps from. his; ' 

BED TO FINPTHE MIDN^HTn&*E 
<S»ONE... 

*HE : CHILL FINGERS OF FEAR-FRAUGHT 
APPREHENSION ANP SUSPICION^ 
/5!i^./M™ Hi y ~* SEARCH THE INKY 
CORRipoR FOR SIGNS OF THE 
IIMCIPEMTS REPETITION,.. 




, GOOp THING X TOOK OUT 
A FIREARMS LICENSE. NEVESJ 
KNOW WHAT IK TRAVELING * 

I SALESAAAN'LL RUN INTO. 






~;;, A £ p ,- WHAT i F HE /-s a cop.ora 

, PRIVATE DICK? THE WHOLE DEAL 
PEPENDEP ON THE FACT THAT 
WE'RE SO/S©^7» OUT HERE...TRAr| 

' NO ONEP EVEN COMfflT/ WE'VE ' 

■■ .Gor to get rip of him .' 



PONT BE SO PARANOID, FOR 
CHRISSAKE .' HE'S JUST A 
Lousy SALESMAN/ 



•o, TOWARD THE SOUND OF VOICES RAISEP 
IN ARGUMENT MOST SHRILL 
6RAY DESCENPS THE STAIRS, CAREFUL 
TO BE MOST STILL... 

/IftONA, SHE OPENS HER MOUTH 
ANP SHOOTS SOMEONE PEAP... 
ANP HARRY, HE PRAYS THAI; INSTEAD, 
SHE'P JUST SHUT UP ANP 
GET OUT OF HIS HEAP... 



, ANP HOW Doy<M/KNOWTHAT?yp</«£ So 
STUPID YOU COOLDNT EVEN THINK OF A WAY 
TO GET RID OF THAT MISERABLE U/tFE OF 
YOURS.' IF IT WEREN'T FOR /Mf YOU'D 
^ST/LL BE MARRIED TO HER/ 

YEAH ? WELL , A MEAT CLEAVER 

AIN'T EXACTLY 'WHATI CALL THEA„. 
INGENIOUS METHOD/ MOW WHY PONT 
YOU JUST SHUT UP ANP LEAVE 
ME ALONE ?/ 




CHE ARGUMENT SIZZLES WITH DEPRECATING WORDS AND TONE, BECOMING MORE SEVERE... 
AND RAPIPLY DISSOLVING A FORMER RELATIONSHIP ONCE MOST PEAR... 



ME LEAVEy©</ ALONE?.' WHAT X«3 
ABOUT THE WAY YOU CREEP UP Or 
ME WHILE I'M SLEEPING'' THAT'S 
RIGHT... I'M WISE TO YOU.. .YOU 
WANT TO GET RID OF /VIS TOO, 
YOUSTINKlN'BLUEBEARt?.' BUT 
YOU'RE TOO SPINELESS TO 
ACTUALLY OQ IT .' YOU NEVER 
WOULD'VE BEEN ABLE TO 

DISPOSe OF YOUR WIFE 
WITHOUT ME 



WM 




^^ 75W7TAKES THE PRIZE.' 
ACCUSING MBO* CREEPING 
UP ON YOU IN YOUR SLEEP.. 
WHEN YOU'RE THE ONE WHO'S 
CREPT UP OUAiE WITH YOUR 
HIGH HEELS TAPPING, 
TAPPING-. DRIVING ME 
MAP/TRYING TO CAMOUFLAGE ] 
YOUR GUILT BEHIND COUNTER- 
ACCUSATIONS WON'TJtfMK, 
MONA / I WAS BETTER 
OFF WITH MY 
WIFE.' 




QVEN AS GRAY RECOILS FROM THE CRIMINAL REVELATIONS IN MORTAL DREAD, 
THE THOUGHTS IN HIS HEAD AND THE IMPLICATIONS THEREOF SO SWIFTLY SPREAD- 




NOT ONLY DID THAT WITCH 
TRY TO KILL ME, BUT THEY'RE 
TRYING TO KNOCK EACH OTHER 
OFF/ ANP ALL BECAUSE THEY 
KILLED HARRYS WIFE IN THE 
FIRST PLACE.' ONE LEAPS 
TO ANOTHER,! GUESS/ 
WITH THIS 6UH 



£lNP THROUGH THE VEIL OF DARKNESS, PARTING THE TAPESTRY OF GLOOM, THE 
MAN CALLED GRAY MAKES HIS WAY DOWN THE STAIRS AND INTO THE ROOM... 




#HE ONE CALLEP HARRY HAS CLEARLY HAP QUITE ENOUGH, 
AND HIS NEW PARTNERS LIFE HE PROCEEPS WITH CANPLESTICK TO SNUFF... 
AND THIS SCENE OF FRENZIEP VIOLENCE GRAY IS HELP TO EXPOSURE ... 
HE QUICKLY BLANCHES, HELPLESSLY LOSING HIS COMPOSURE... 




» UT SEIZINS GRAY ARE THOUGHTS OF LIMITLESS GREEP, 
ANP UPON THIS INTANGIBLE COMMODITY HIS RETURNING COURAGE IS ABLE TO FEEP--. 



ALL RIGHT, HOLP IT RIGHT 
THERE, HARRY/ yOUVE JUST 
SAVED THE TAXPAYERS THE 
COST OF ONE TRIAL... AND 
ENSUREP YOURSELF OF 
BEING TRIEP FOR TWO 
MURDERS. 



5> 



WHA. . ? YOU SAW IT ? BUT 
IT \Nt*&SElF-p£F£NSE! SHE 
CAME TO hM BED LAST NIGHT. 
WITH A MEAT CLEAVER/ SHE 
WAS TRYING TOAWl ME/ ANP 
9ES\paS,SH£'S THE ONE WHO 
ACTUALLY KILLEP MY WIFE.' 
X PIPN'T/ I U/OAft GO 
TO PRISON 






1| 



W HOUGHTS OF PRISON'S CONFINEMENT 
THROUGH OLP AGE, MAKE SOMETHING 
SNAP WITHIN THIS HARRY ANP HE 
A TTACKS GRAY IN BLINP RAGE 



• ERSERK.THE MAN CHARGES STRAIGHT 
INTO FLASH ANP EXPLOSION... 
ANP HIS LIFE SEEPS AWAY UNDERGOES 
THE FINAL ANP IRREVOCABLE EROSION... 




»PON THIS SCENE OF CARNAGE ANP POUBLE PEATH.THE MAM CALLEP GRAY 
LEVELS A COOL SURVEY... 
AS THE CROOKED SMILE OF EVIL GREEP UPON HIS LIPS BEGINS TO PLAY.. 




flNP BEFORE THE CRAVING TO 
SLAKE THIRST'S URGEPOESBSS 
THE RUTHLESS GRAY NOTICES 
A FULL AKIP FROTHY GLASS... 



mW 6RAY CLUTCHES AT HIS 
THROAT, EXPERIENCING THE 
RESIDUE OF MONA'S HATE... 
A GLASS OF BEER FOR HARRY 
PROGGEP WITH POISON'S 
SWIFT TAINT... 



»UT FOR PHONE CALLS rT IS TOO 
LATE AND AS GRAY FEELS HIS 
UFE ESSENCE BEGIN TO FADE 
AND SLOWLY SAP.. .THERE 
COMES A SOUNP TO CHILL 
HIS PYING SOUL, THE 
PORTENTOUS SOUNP OF 
A SOFT TAP.. 




MNP THE DYING GRAY REALIZES THAT NO MATTER HOW WELL THE PEATH OF THE BODV IS 
?loyED...THE SPIRIT OF THE OLD HOUSE'S RIGHTFUL MISTRESS CANNOT BE DESTROYED... 





HO! HO! HO! HEBE'S OLD SRNPyCLflWS CREEPY WITH A 

cHPisT/wfls -miL rota just love; but pay attention; this is 

MORE THAN JUST ONE M AN 'S STORY..; 



-*NS" 



*^M 



EVER SINCE THEY PUT HIM IN THAT... 
THAT PLACE. RANDOLPH HAS BEEN SO 
UNHAPPY... SO LONELY.' 





STORY: BILL DuBAY / ART: RICH CORBEN 



■ • LITTLE GIRLS SHOULDN'T"! 
BE SO INGUISITIVE/ 




DO ALL FIVE 

"YEAR OLDS ASK 

AS MANY 

auesvoHs as you. 

SWEETHEART? 




MUMMY, WHVARE ■ 
YOU CRYING? 



T... ATS NOTHING, 
BABY. ON PAYS 
LIKE THIS...10\iR 

MOTHER JUST 
WONDERS IF SHE 
PID THE RIGHT 
THING. . . 




YOU'LL BE THE DEATH OF THE PARTY IIM YOUR HORRIBLE 



by VERNE LANGDON 



SO LIFELIKE, 

THAT PEOPLE WILL 

SURELY THINK YOU'RE 



■ ] =#ii ■ 



REALISTIC HAIR MID 
5KII1 JUST LIKE n 



1(1 II : 



[YECCH!]- 

WEAR IT AT 

YOUR OWIM RISK 



THE ZOMBIE MASK COV- 
ERS YOUR ENTIRE HEAD. 
PUT ON A SCARF, COAT 
AND GLOVES WHEN YOU 
WEAR THIS FANTASTIC 
MASK. 

WALK AROUND THE 
BLOCK S THE NEIGH- 
BORS WILL PROBABLY 
GO OUT OF THEIR MINDS! 
WOW! 



Btta 



CAPTAIN COMPANY, Dept. DS 
P.O. Box 430, Murray Hill Station 
New York, New York 10016 

Please RUSH me the Verne Langdon 
ZOMBIE MASK. I enclose $39.50 plus 
$1.50 postage & handling [Total 
$41.00). 



NAME- 



ADDRESS. 
CITY 



STATE- 



-ZIP- 



SORRY, NO C.O.D.'S 
OFFER GOOD IN U.S.A. ONLY 



This fantastically convincing Hollywood ZOMBIE mask 
is made of heavy rubber and carefully painted by hand. 
It's very flexible, and fits the whole head perfectly. 
The mask was especially created by leading Hollywood 
makeup artist, VERNE LANGDON [you've seen his 
work often in the pages of FAMOUS MONSTERS OF 
FILMLAND]. Now you can have this eye-popping mask 
for your very own! Astound your family and friends 
and be the "Death of the Party!"— That 
is, if anyone's still around after you take off this ZOM- 
BIE mask! 



H/aULOKP.' 
' TH£ PCUHPERIN6 OF ' 
iTHE HIVe-f/esTS NEARS ] 
^CULMINATION.' 

^THE CAPTUKBP HCNfA 

Iwiu. provipe exceuew \ 

^.LUBRICATION TOR OUR 
MECHO-FORMS/ 




^■SFBE 



RT ST JOHN 51 

'ER AN EVER-FLICKERING VI 

SCREEN/ THE PICTURE IS BLEA 




JLlflS 



I WHAT ARE THE £/«£T LONEL/ 
I THOUGHTS OF AN ISOLATE? 
1 HUMAN WITH MERE MINUTES TO 
I U<f£? W£ SHALL NEVER KNOW... 
1 UNTIL WE CONFRONT DEATH'S 
COLO VISAGE/ 



,-~ — "* ~*~*^,^a 




^FoNty ONE GOAL RANKS ^ 


™ ST JOHN! PEEP ^^H 




■ WITH PARAMOUNT IMPORTANCE 


SPACE PROSES INDICATE V 




...WINNING! 


WE ARE UNPER 






IMMINENT THREAT OTM^^ 




\ ST JOHN'S ENTIRE EXISTENCE 


*^JNVASIONf ^^JL \ 




■ has been PEVOTEP to 

■ SAVOKINS THE UNBRIPLEP 


J^ /iHet/H HAS^^ 




■ joys OF FAR-FLUNG 


-— . /CHOSEN COL. V 




V «?*£• ANP FORTUNE;,,, 


M^Lt IVAN iORSOVICH 1 






■ TO HEAP EARTH'S 1 




J9 *" - - 


UK iissr hope.., M 






^k PROJECT Jt 






)mmf^m-^o/«EaA istom 




■'WMjjri E^u^ied? 


^(T ^you ^%l 




I ri/Mgaft t^Bl'«J 


■SS'.i-flT """ BF M 






■ BACK-UP HM\\\ 




■ ait ^B ^Ls^Slfe 


^K FOR THIS VITAL 11 




B*'Skjjg*aF^MP*l 


^^OPERATIONV^ 




h^S^S -^^fll 


7a^^r^./ J 


TQ3i3f/. 


■ v * ^'^lir 1 . 




y£T, THE SENSATION WAS SOMEHOW EMPTY... 
MEANINGLESS! IT IVAS NOT THE GRANP EUPHORIA 
HE WAS SO PESPERATELY SEEKING../ 



ST JOHN HAS TASTEP SUCCESS IN IT'S MANY 
FORMS... BUT NOW FINPS THEM ALL HOLLOW,, 
LACKING! 



LOOMING DEATH CAN VO THAT TO A MAN,,, BUILP A 
WALL AROUNP HIM../ MAKE HIM FEEL SEPARATED 
ANP ALONE.' 




SOLAR CORPS LIEUTENANT ROBERT 
ST JOHN WAS ROCKETEP ALOFT TOPAY 
ABOARP A SPECIALLY PESIGNEP, CAMPU- 
FLAGEP SfMCE CAPSULE.,. WHERE HE'LL 
REMAIN IN ORBIT FOR SIX MONTHS WAITING! 
TO INTERCEPT AN ARMADA OF UNKNOWN, f 
ALIEN ATTACKERS.' 



THE NATIONS OF THE WORLP HAVE UNITED IN 
A COMMON CAUSE OF BUILPING THE VERY 
FIRST COBALT BOMB! THE AMERICAN 
ASTRONAUT ACTING LIKE A PROVERBIAL 
TROJAN HORSE WILL DETONATE THE 
DOOMSDAY WEAPON WHEN THE 
INVAPERS COME WITHIN RANGE/ 



r ANP NOW, THE LOCAL SCENE/ /Wr AM V£ 1 
AGAIN FIREP TEAR GAS AT MOBS 
PROTESTING BEFORE THE WHITE HOUSE.' 
1 THE DEMONSTRATORS CLAIMED 
' WASHINGTON IS NOT FUNPING SUFFICIANT 
MEDICAL AID TO THE POOR./ 

MORE ON 
W5 ANP OTHER ' 
TOP HEADLINES, 
AFTER A WORP 

FROM OUR 
.SPONSOR,,! 



ANXIETY! A DREAD EMOTION THAT MAKES MEN 
SWEAT! IT'S A GODLESS FEELIN6 TO DIE ALONE: 
DON'T YOU AGREE, LIEUTENANT? 




screen petects un- 
calcuble power levels 1 

emanating from a 
' ^ear-by planetoid' 



ST JOHN SEES HIMSELF THE WAy 
HE REALLY IS.' BEHIND THE HERO 
LURKS A BASE-BORN COWARD.' 



THE yOUNO ASTRONAUT WALKS LIKE A 
MAN IN A DREAM UP THE RAMP OF 
THE yHAN FLAGSHIP/ 




ST JOHN SOON FIHOS HIMSELF IN THE 
ttlSHLOKP'S PRIVATE QUARTERS 




WE'RE NOT SURE HOW 
HE PIP IT, MR. PRESIPENT... 
( BUT ST JOHN SOMEHOW 
V MANASEP TO BOAftp A 
W WARSHIP ANP dlVCRT 
^^^HE ARMAPA/ 



1U-WU.U1.M 



IT IS ENPED NOW, CHILP. THE SMILES THE WARMT»^™e 

SSH&A& AKtfove/rafieve*/ nothing remains but thefris id I 

^f yOU HOLP SO AWKWARPLy ANP yET SO TENDERLY. 



\ , ^i?|?' 



^A^ 



All that is left are youR 

HOT SEARING 7»M5 burning 
yOUR CHEEKS ANP KISSING 
ytfUR LIPS.,,.' LIPS WHICH 
QUIVER ANP PULSATE WITH THE 
SHOCK, THE HORROR, ANP THE 
SICKENING REALIZATION,,, 
THE PAPPY IS PEAP.' 




x^/t --am 



STORY: GREG POTTER / ART: RICH CORBEN 



you kuow now it £nps, chilp/ but you NEVER 
pip mow how n Bee**/, you were not there 
to see THE SKIES parken with gloom... to 

FEEL TSARS PRIBBLE FROM THE ClOUPS,,, ^ 
TO WATCH THE TERRIBLE SOBROHV ON 
YOUR FATHER'S FACE AS HE LAIP HIS 
BELOVEP MVMt TO KSST....' 




. 



STITCH 8/ STITCH, PIECE BV PUTRIP PIECE THE WORK P*OG#£SS£D UNTIL THE 06CY, DISTORTED FRAME OP A 
HVMANOIO CM/CO LA/ UPON THE WORKBENCH OF THE CRAZEP SCIENTIST ws TORTEP FRAME OF A 




YOU SAW HIM.„yOUR PAPPY. YOU 
STRETCHES YOUR LOVINS ARMS TO 
EMBRACE HIM. YOU APVAfJCEO. 
BUT YOU PIPN'T COMPREHEND THE 
LOOK OF HORROR WHICH SLOWL/ 
PROPPEP IT'S SHAPOW ACROSS 
HIS FACE. 





CERTA/A/iY DADDY LOVED HIS BO/.' 
HE CREATED HIM, PIPN'T HE? 
PAPPVS JUST PLAVING HIPE ANP 
SEEK. HAPPILY YOU LUMBERED 
OFF AFTER PAPPy ANP EOUMP 
HIM.' PAPPy WASN'T VERy SOOP 
AT H/P/IV6. 



CONFi/S/ON. VADDYRAN 

FROM yOU. PIDN'T DAPPy 

ctke you? pipn't pappv 
love his boy? 




^ALLTHE,,, H-HE'S ^| .'■ . 
I CRY/NO.' BUT ■ ■■"- 

^. wHy.,.» -^^^B' 
^ r- I Cf r ^ 

'.^F IT.' I'VE 

wmseotoep him 

■' h anp he doesn't 
■lknowmwk 




SSm 


• Iflll 


"V" J3H 
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! 
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1 B^ THEReT^aj 

^F CHILP. PON'T ^B 

■ I CRY. PLEASE ■ 
■L PON'T CRy DAD'S ^k 
■k HERE ^^ 


1 




■■■af 





m 





ANP THAT WAS THE LAST TIME 
PAPPy EVER MAPE YOU UNHAPPY, 
WASN'T IT CHILP? THE FOLLOWING 
I yEARS WERE FULL OF LOVE. YOU . 

PIPM'T CHRe ABOUT THE WORLP 
3EyONP ypUR FATHER'S LOWELy 
HOUSe... tT ANP o/tppy WERE 
ALL YOU OeS/R£P. 



HEN ONE NISHT, yOU HEARP PAPPy TALKING TO SP/V1E 
"H*W. SO you SNEAKEP POWN TO SEE THEM. THEy 
" "OPS ANP ROBBERS WITH PAPPy. 




ANP THEN YOU 
CURRIEP UPSTAIRS 

BEFORE PAPPY AWOKE, 
) FINP you i/V 
AST YOUR BEDTIME. 



YOU PIPN'T SEE 

pappy .<«f.*<rf. you 

PIPM'T SEE THE 
LOOK OF HORROR OH 
HIS FACE WHEN HE 
I SAW WHAT yOU HAP 
PONE. 



iswsv 




SOP/ I'VE CREATED^ 
A MONSTER..,! WHAT KINP ' 
OF BLOODTHIRSTY... BUT 
HO.' CHILD IS THE SAME ^" HE'S NO 

AS ANY OTHER KIP. ,, DIFFERENT FROM 

THE LITTLE 6IRL WHO 
THROWS SAND IN HER 
FRIEND'S EyES OR THE 
BOy WHO DESTROYS HIS , 
BROTHER'S TOyS. 



CHILD IS JUST.^ 
^STROHSER, THAT'S ALL." 
HIS MIND ISN'T REAPy TO^ 
CONTROL THE POWEK 
HIS BOpyAFFORPS 
HIM. 



MORE YEARS PASSEP. FUNNY THINSS WERE BE- 
GINNING TO HAPPEN TO PAPP/ HIS HAIR WAS GETTING 
LIGHTER ANP ALL PAY LONG HE SAT IN A FUNNY METAL 
CHAIR WITH WHEELS/ IF DADDY WAS CHANGING, 
WHY WASN'T CH/LP? 



ANP FOR THE FIRST TIME IN A LONG TIME, YOU 
WERE SAD BECAUSE PAPPY BEGAN TO CRY. YOU 
COULP NOT SEC THE TEARS... BUT YOU KNEW OF HIS 
SORROW.-. 




it was upon that very 
sa«e pay, as you were 
playing in your sanp- 
rox, that pappy hap 
an unexpectep 
vis/tor. 



ANP YOU AV20 PAPPY FOR I 
A LONG WHILE IN YOUR ARittsJ 
SENTLY MCK/N6 MN\„ 
GENTLY WHIMPERING 
YOUR W0RPLE5S 
PRAYER. 



BUT IT PIPN'T M«^/ 
PAPPY WAS PEAP. 
CHILP. IT WAS A HARP 
CONCEPT TO GRASP. 
PAPPY WAS CONE/ 



THE FIRST PANGS OF (Sft/EF 
ARE NOT y£T OVER WHEN YOU 
HEAR THEM.,, THE FOOTSTEPS 
ASCENPING THE STAIRS 
FRPM PAPPY'S LABORATORY.' 




IT IS ALMOST MORNING NOW. THE 
SKY IS BLEEPING UPON THE HORIZON 
ANP THE NOCTURNAL CRICKETS ARE 
OUTPONE BY THE SONGS OF THE 
PAWN SPARROWS. 




ONE LAST PRAYPR, CHILP. ONE LAST 
WH/MPCR AT THE SANPBOX 6MVC. 



ONE CAST LOOK, CHILP, AT THE 

name you have lovep so pearl*,.' 





ONE LAST SOB, ANP yOU ARE 
»<=•/> PUSHING YOUR WAY PAST 
THE SWING SET WHICH NOW 
DISPLAYS A GRISLY NEW 
APPITION.„THE GENTLY 
SWAVING 30PY OF 
HENRY USPERMAN. 



NOW IT BeSWS CHILP,,, YOUR 

journe/ into a worlp you 

KNOW A/OTf/WO ABOUT/ 



L 



Prologue: 



QALEM 1714... IN THE WARM 
GLOW OF THE FIRELIGHT, THIRTEEN LITHE 
BODIES PANCED ACROSS THE MOONLESS NEW ENGLANP 
COUNTRYSIPE. THEIRS WAS A PANCE MACABRE... 
A RITUAL PANCE OF THE PEAP... 
ANP THE GROUNP THEY TROP WAS 
PROFANED 8Y THE PUISSANCE 
OF WITCHCRAFT. 




KARYN AM/AMVS, HER SOFT EYES DISGUISING 
THE FERVIP PASSIONS WITHIN, PANCEP IN 
FRENZIED, EROTIC ABANPON...AS THOUGH THE 
FURIOUS MOTION WOULP SOMEHOW 
DRIVE THE HATRBP ANP BITTERNESS 
FROM HER BOpy... 




rfHE DRUMS CEASED AND THE DANCING 
^WAS ARRESTED. SILENTLY, THE COVEN 
GATHERED AROUND THE ANCIENT 
STONE ALTAR, f/4ClV WITH THEIR OWN 
A4*X THOUGHTS... 



"YOU MADE f\FOOL 

OF ME BEFORE THE 

[ WHOLE VILLAGE, HOUANP 

\WINGATE FOR THAT, YOU 

will SUFFER 




LET THE^/Tf 
OF CONJURATION 
BE&HJ 



HE MMS SQUEALED OMCE 
AS THE BLADE PLUNGED INTC 
ITS SOFT UNDERBELLY. THIS 
WAS NO LAMB OF QOC 
WHO WOULP CLEANSE THE 
WORLD OF EVIL... THIS WAS 
A LAMB THAT WOULD 

DWELL IN HELL... 



LORD 
OF PARKNESS... 

I WE, THE STEWARDS 
\PF SATAN, ASK THEE 
TO SEND US... 

I'"/ " 



/...THY SERVANT 
lTHES/W£, TO AID 
.US IN HOMAGE 
,TO YOUR WILL... 



&M^i 



THE CHANTING 

DRONED ON AND THE 
AIR PERMEATED WITH 
THE ODOR OF SULPHUR 
AND BRIMSTONE/ 



ALL WATCHED IN AWE 
AND ANTICIPATION AS 
I WAS DRAWN FROM 
MV WORLD 'NTO THEIRS.' 



HOW DO I PESCRIBE THE PAIN THAT TORE AT A\V 
BOPY AS T PASSEP THROUGH ETHEREAL 8ARRIER.S 
TO THIS WORLP OF THE LIVING... A WORLP 
OF WHICH I HAP &VC£ BEEN A PART / 



■ m #• 




THESUN-60P kHVPANTHA ARE HARP ACTS TO FOLLOW.' 
BUT THIS LITTLE TALE OF A WITCH ANP HER PET PEMCW 
OUGHT TO BE OUST THE CHANGE OF PACE YOU NEEP TO QUENCH 
YOUR THIRST FOR THE MACABRE., 



GRAPUALLY THE PAIN SUBSIPED ANP I 
HBARO THE VOICE OF THE ONE WHO 
SUMM.ONEP ME. IT WAS A SOFT VOICE... 
, IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN GENTLE IF [NOT 
'THMPEREP BY YEARS OF RESENTMENT 
ANP SELF-PITY... 




HER COMMAMPS ECHOEP IN MY MINP, FAMILIAR. WORPS 
OFHATffE0...ON£.S I MIGHT HAVE USEP MYSELF 
CENTURIES ASO. BUT THEN THERE CAME OTHER 
VOICES... ANGRY VOICES... ANP ANOTHER KINPOF/M" 



SO, EVIL 

ONE, YOU HAVE COW 

AS I COMMAUOEO! 

THEN LISTEN... THERE 

ARE TWO IN THE VILLAGE 

WHO HAVE WRON&EP 

ME...T WANT THEM 

PU hi IS HEP/ 



THERE THEY ARE, , 
MINISTEH.-MSl LIKE' 
I TOLP YOU/ 
THE WITCHES.' 



FOUL 
MONSTERS! 

IwEMusrpfisr/eoy 

, EVERY LAST ONE 
OF THEM.' 



STORY: GERRY ROUDHKAU ART: RICHARD CORHKN 



ALU THE MAPNESS Op HELL BUT HER. WORDS WERE 

COULDNT COMPARE WITH THE SILENCE!? BY THE THIN 

HORROR WHEN 1HBMIN/STER SHAFT THAT JUTTEP 

CONFRONTED THE WITCHES... FROM HER BREAST... 



AMP YET A COMMANP HAP BEEN 
GIVEN/ I TURNEP TOWARD THOSE 
PITIFUL MORTALS, ANP... 




THE 0£££> WAS POME. I 
LOOKED AT THE STILL FORM 
OF MY MISTRESS, THE FIRE!" 
OF HER HATREP QUENCHED 
BY PEATH.YET IT WAS HER WILL 
THAT BROUGHT 'ME INTO THIS 

WORLR...HER VOICE THAT GAVE 

ME A MISSION! I WAS 

SOU NO TO OBEY... 



AND SO I BECAME A /MAA//CERTAINLY NOT THE ONLY 
ONE WHOSE MORTAL SHELL BELIEP THE TRUE 
NATURE WITHIN... 



ANP NOW X HUNT THE ONE MY MISTRESS 
ORPEREP ME TO PUNISH...! THE MAN 

NAMEP HOLLANP iningats/ 




JN A VILLAGE THIS SIZE, IT DIDN'T take long for me to find the ONES I 
SOUGHT. WE CHANCED TO MEET IN THE VILLAGE SQUARE, AND I INTRODUCED 
MVSELF AS NATHAN BROWNE. 




HOLLAND W/NGATE DID NOT REALI2E HOW PROPHETIC 
THOSE PARTING WORDS HAD BEEN/ THAT NIGHT, I 
FOLLOWED HIM THROUGH THE TENEBROUS BACK ROADS OF 
THE VILLAGE AS HE WALKED WI+.E, UNSUSPECTING... 




SOMETHING INSIDE ME 
PITIED HIM. I DIDN'T KNOW 
WHAT EVIL HE HAD DONE 
THAT I MUST SLAY HIM, AND 
SOMEHOW 1 SENSED THAT 
HE DESERVED BETTER 
THAN THIS... 




THERE WAS A TIME WHEN 
I MIGHT HAVE HAP THE 
WILL TO RESIST... TO 
CHOOSE BETWEEN 
SOOP AND EVIL... 



BUT THAT TIME HAS 
LONG PASSED... 



THERE IS NO 
LONGER CHOICE... 



THERE IS ONLY 
OBEDIENCE! 




GflORNING CAME, ANDMY 
PARK PESPS OF THE 

NIGHT BEFORE WERE 
BROUGHT TO LIGHT... 



OH, NATHAN! 

, HOLLA.NP WAS 
founp MURPEReP 

LAST NIGHT. IT'S, 

SO TERRIBLE! 




k" :*s^ 



NO, THEY 
'THINK HE WAS 
/ATTACKED BY SOWS 
IfV/lP ANIMAL! 
OH, NATHAN! 
WOULP you 
WALK ME HOME, 
PLEASE? I 
PREFER NOT 
i.TO BE ALONE 
.RIGHT NOW. 




I FOUNP MYSELF OPPLV 
ATTRACTED TO THIS 
GIRL. MY THOUGHTS 
GREW TROUBLED ANP 

UNSETTLEP, AS SHE 
AWAKENEP IN MEfflffi- 
W«5 "WAT I THOUGHT 
HAP DIEP CENTURIES 
AGO...WHAT WAStWKSff 
I KNEW&V£ WAS MV 

Affln^werM«...TH6 

LAST I WAS ORPEREP 
TOSf^V... 



WHEN WE REACHEP HER 
HOME, I TOOK HER IN 
WARMS. SOU/ARM 
SO TRUSTING... I 

RECALLEP/W07WB? 
MUCH LIKE HER,,, ONE 
I HAD ONCE LOVED IN 
SOME ANCIENT CENTURY 
...BEFORE I COMPROM- 
ISE? MY HUMANITY TO 
A GOP OF SILVER... 
I PIP HOT WANT HER 
©4MP...BUTIKNEW 
X HAP/VdCWWCfi, 



SHELLY, 
THERE'S SOME- 
THING I WANT 
TO TELL YOU.' 




NOT NOW, 

NATHAM. THERE'S 

SEEN ENOUGH 

PAIN ALREAPY. 

JUST HOLO 

ME CLOSE.,. 



9 



ir. 

OU, NATHAN 

IF ONLY YOU KMEVV 
HOW MUCH I HATE 
TO DO THIS. 



BUT I 
'HAVE NO CHOICE.' 
, M FATHER AND I 
' PEVOTEP OUR LIVES 

to STAMPING OUT 
WITCHCRAFT.. 

WHERE EVER IT 
EXISTS,., 

/wfatheA 
' the minister^ 
you killep the 

NIGHT HE CON- 
FRONTED THE 

WITCHES.' 



GLIK 
&IVK« 



I KNEW ONLY A 
' S/PHE COULU HAVE^ 
KILLED MY FATHER 
AND HOLLAND SO 
HORRIBLY... WEH 
YOUR SUDDEN 
APPEARANCE IN THE 
VILLAGE, IT WAS 
TOO MUCH OF A 
COINCIDENCE.' 

...AND THE 

BLOOPSTAINS* 

\ ON YOUR JACKET] 

.THEN I KNEW l 
it was TRUE.'f 



%. 






I'M SORRY, 

nathan.trulv \ 

SORRY .' 



M 






BORN OF FIRE, 

PIE BY FIRE... ONLY 

FLAME CAN SEND YOU 

BACK FROM WHERE 

YOU CAME... 






Ilhiirf" •""**" . 



v^'JVJWJ^^S 



MKd,l'.imA..,.t 



'tHATWASAAWS 
'IDEA SHELLY HAD FOR, 
[SETTINS RID OF NATHAN.' 
' k GUESS SHE COULDN'T 
'>HACK ANY MORE OF, 
HIS SIPHE LIFE- 
POOR NATHAN'S 
MEATEP up over 

IT, TOO.' 



This is a same called toa to bottom.' 



IT LOOKS EASX DOESN'T IT? THE CUBE HAS MANY PASSAGE- 
WAYS THAT CHANGE DIRECTION EACH T/ME IT IS MOVER/ 




The co&£ is like a maze! the object of the same is to get the 
z/swfrom the tcp to the bottom.' anyof/e cam do it.' 





STORY: JACK BUTTERWORTH / ART: RICH CORBEN 



In iBSo, henry discovered the cube in a pawnshop.' Back home, henry learns even more about the cubs.. 




IT WAS last! THE CIVIL WAR HAD STARTED/ HENRy 
STARED AT THE NEWSPAPER IN SHOCK... DISBELIEF.' 





Unnoticed, the light raced tothe bottom of the cube; 



Henry did not have a happy awakening 





IT SEEMS SO 
HOPELESS! PEOPLE 
HAVE PIED, GREAT NATIONS 
HAVE GONE MAD OR 
BEEN DESTROYED.' 



I WAS 

A POOL TO 

THINK X COULD 

BECOME RICH.' 

I'M JUST ONE TINY 

MAN... /AND THERE 

ARE SO MAHY OTHER 

THINGS I COULD 
HAVE CONCENTRATED 
ON.' CURING 
DISEASE... 
HALTINS WARS.. 
SAVING 
LIVES.. 






VE6... A CHILD 
IS AT PEACE WITH 
HIMSELF... WITH OTHERS! 
A CHILD COULD HAVE 
MADE THIS WORLD A PARA- 
DISE THROUGH ME.' YOU 
HAVE MADE IT A 
LIVING HELL.' 

you HAVE 
LEARNED 700 LATE. 
7HAT RICHES... 
WEALTH MEAN 
NOTHING.' 
8UT AN £^/,£. 
MAN WOULD HAVE 
DESTROYED IT 
COMPLETELY.' 



v «v 
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What would happen if the government ever decided 
to master the mystic arts* its all spelled out for 

YOU IN. 



' 



. 



@®@C305? 




■ 
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Smell: stretches of 
burning, blazing desekt... 
a searing, noon-da/sun... 

THE UTAH BAPLANDSf 



HEAR: THE RAUCOUS WHINE OF A JET-COPTER . STEEL 
RIBBED PRODUCT OF A POLLUTION-FBAUSHr TECHNOLOGY/ 



SEE: TWO MEN... TENSE, TIGHT-LIPPED 1 THE/ 
STARE MUTELY AHEAD AT THE BLEAK HEAT- 
SCORCHED NOTHINGNESS! 




STORY: RICH MARGOPOULOS / ART: RICH CORBEN 



Rotors beating in a mad, 
circular frenzy. . ."the aircraft 
alights at the base of a mas- 
sive mountain- fortress. . . 




"The vehicle hums alons until it arrives at control CENTRAL! 




"THIS UNPeMSROUND COMPLEX. ..PROJECT MYSTIC WANO...IS WORKING ON a NEW FORM OF WARFARE ONE THAT 
WILL MAKE ATOMIC ATTACH OBSOLETE! IT BEGAN WHEN ONE OF OUR RESEARCHERS STUMBLED ACROSS THE AXIOM! " 




REGISTERS 

■ARE PICKING UP 

PSYCHIC eNERGY... 

JAMMING ALL 

WAVE- LENGTHS.' 





Ana watching him is the DEMON! twin 

EYES LIKE DEVIL- PARK COALS BEGIN TO 
Stfl?fAN UNGODLY GREEN.' 



the towering being takes a crushing step for- 
ward AS IF TO FOUOW THE MORTAL WHO BECKONED 
HIM FROM BEYOND THE LOWER DEPTHS.. 




MEET RICH CORBEN... 

THE MAN BEHIND THIS MADNESS! 



Mummies, demons, mon- 
sters and spacemen! After 
reading these ten tales 
by Rich Corben, one could 
come to think that that's all 
the poor boy has on his mind. 
Not so! Sometimes he thinks 
about ghosts and madmen, 
killers and werewolves, too! 

And there are even occa- 
sions when he must think 
about his beautiful wife, Do- 
na, their impish daughter, 
Beth, and their home in 
America's heartland, Kansas 
City, Missouri. For behind the 
Rich Corben the public sees, 
the Rich Corben who creates 
worlds of escapism for the 
masses, is the thirty-three- 
year-old kid with a quick 
smile, a crippling handshake 
and a shy midwestern drawl. 

Rich got his start in comics 
way back in 1968. His first 
work was published in an 
amateur newspaper called 
The Voice of Comicdom. (A 
newspaper created by yours 
truly, the editor of this maga- 
zine, no less.) There, he did 
an obscure little strip enti- 
tled "Rowlf!" It won him a 
couple of awards. 

But Rich didn't really get 
rolling in the comics until he 



began his underground proj- 
ects. Underground comics are 
small, independently produc- 
ed books, not released to the 
mass market. Rich became fa- 
mous for his stories about 
men who could never find 
pants with the correct inseam 
size, and women who most 
assuredly became hunch- 
backs in their later lives. 

He picked up a couple of 
awards for these, too. 

Rich jumped from the pag- 
es of the underground into 
the Warren magazines in 
1970. He did a couple of sto- 
ries, a couple of covers, then 
disappeared for a couple of 
years. 

He spent most of his days 
working for an educational/ 
industrial film company in 
Kansas City . . . while nights 
were reserved for his pet proj- 
ects: losing money on his own 
underground comic, Fanta- 
gor. And losing even more on 
his own animated cartoon, 
"Neverwhere!" 

More awards followed. Plus 
a bit of notoriety. 

Rich returned to the War- 
ren magazines in 1973, when 
we offered him the opportu- 
nity to color his own artwork. 
He jumped at the chance . . . 
and we jumped at the pros- 
pect of having Rich Corben 
back in harness. 

He's produced more than a 
dozen color epics to date. 
Each has been accepted with 
accolades of raves from our 
readers. And Rich has taken 
home a couple more awards! 

The future? Rich has only 
one goal. "Let's push out the 
limits of comics, and go about 
it in a whole new, exciting and 
colorful way!" 

He's doing it . . . all by him- 
self! And he'll probably pick 
up a couple more awards in 
the process. 

Bill DuBay 

Editor 



